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Books wi II remain
As I watched the crowds pore
over the thousands of books donated for the SAPL Book Fair, it
reinforced what I have been reading and hearing during the past
several months - that books have
and will continue to have a prominent spot in libraries for years to
come.
Yes, computers, software,
printers, CD Roms and all the
sophisticated parts to the ''high
t ech" package are very important
to the efficient and effective operation of an academic library.
Yes, the Internet will continue to
grow in importance as more and
more users surf through the huge
amount of information encapsulated within its web. However, in
spite of some predictions regarding
the end of the printed book, I don't
think that will happen for a long,
long time. Maybe never. I like to
believe that those who gave books
to the SAPL sale are not getting rid
of books, but making space so new
ones can be purchased.
I recently attended a conference
titled "Computers in Libraries." As
you might imagine, there was
plenty to hear regarding new and
innovative ways to utilize computers in libraries and in the teaching/
learning experience. I did note one
theme that occurred time and

The SAPL Book Fair, held in April, raised more than $1,500 for the Poynter Library.

again, and in fact, became a thread
that was woven into the fabric of
the conference.
We all know that the book is
compact, portable, (certain dictionaries and encyclopedias excluded),
and does not require a wall outlet or
batteries . It is easy to use in a comfy
chair, will not induce carpel tunnel
syndrome and does not require
memory upgrades. One does not
have to turn off a book during the
take-off and landing of an airplane.
In fact, a book to concentrate on can
be quite helpful during those
periods of air travel. It takes the
mind off thoughts of the ability of
really large, heavy objects to leap off
the ground successfully.
The new generation of students
coming to our colleges and universities expect to find computers,

machine readable databases and
other new-fangled technology in
the library. I don't think these
students expect to sit in front of a
computer monitor for great
lengths of time and read Moby
Dick. They want a printed copy or
a video or audio tape. They also
expect printers to be available so
articles can be downloaded,
printed and read later. I'm happy
to report that the library provides
these capabilities to our students,
faculty and other users. We also
fmd that our periodicals and
monographs are used heavily.
I think the academic library of
the future will seek a symbiotic
relationship between the computer
and the printed page. It is my
opinion that each medium can
make the other stronger .

Joyce

Van Horn
SAPL
President

Hats off to SAPL
These two years as SAPL president have been a totally wonderful
experience for me, and certainly the
best part of it has been working with
all the special people who serve on
the SAPL Board.
Bringing together their talent
and ideas, and sometimes lending us
their strong backs just to lug books,
board members have loyally served
the objectives of SAPL.
As I pass the gavel to the new
president, I look forward to the
coming opening celebrations of the
new Nelson Poynter Memorial
Library. And with the opening, we
are presented with new opportunities to benefit the library.
One of these programs I find
especially appealing is the opportunity to ''buy'' a chair for the library.
The chairs will be inscribed with the
n ame of the donor for contributions
of $100. Look for order forms in
upcoming issues of this newsletter.
This seems like the right moment to say thank you to all the
members of SAPL who support the
library year after year. With your
h elp, the library becom es a better
place - with additional collections,
improved equipment and staff
training opportunities! Hats off to all
of you.
See you at the grand opening!

New SAPL Officers Elected
President
William Walker
Vice President
Theodorea Aggeles
Treasurer
Rita Gould
Secretary
Sally Poynter
Parliamentarian
Marion Ballard
Historian
Anne Voh Rosenstiel
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New librarian is computer wiz
The sign on Ed Sanchez's
office door reads "Deadly virus
turns home computers into
bombs."
With that
warning you
might want to
tread carefully
once inside
Sanchez's
office. Not to
worry, though.
You'll find the campus's newest
electronic information librarian
to be a gentle soul rather than
an alarmist computer geek.
Sanchez, who came to the
Poynter Library in July, shares
his second-floor office with the
icthyology collection. More
accurately, the marine science
collection swamps the office,
barely sharing its space with
Sanchez.
No matter, though. Sanchez
has bigger challenges on his
mind, like planning for and
designing computer systems and
networks for the new library.
That's no easy task given the
limits of the state budget and
the quickly evolving technology
involved.
Sanchez must decide which
computer services to offer and
how to bring those services most
efficiently to users, weighing the
cost of technology today against
the knowledge that its cost will
go down in the future.
''It's a question of how fast
you want the network to run,"
says Sanchez. ''You can spend
$28,000 to have it run at 100
megabytes per second or $12,000
to have it run at 10 megabytes
per second. That's a significant
difference - do we really need
to have it run that fast right now
to meet our needs? I don't think
so."
Sanchez also stays on top of
changes in LUIS - the on-line
card catalog for the library.
LUIS is in the midst of becoming
WEB-based so it can be offered
on the Internet with graphics currently the system is accessed

from so-called "dumb" computer
terminals that offer straight text
only. Data from the Internet
version will be easier to access
because you can highly customize your search and print out
selected material more quickly.
Journal articles are increasingly
becoming available in full-text
form rather than abstracts, and
with images included. Sanchez
is developing plans to upgrade
the library's dumb terminals to
smarter ones capable of handling these new formats .
It's a big job and it happens
to be Sanchez's first professional
one. In 1994 he graduated with
a master's degree in library
science from the University of
Missouri, and he also spent
three years working as a librarian intern at St. Louis University. There, he specialized in
library automation, and brought
his love of books and computing
full circle.
On top of being a new
librarian, Sanchez will teach an
Internet class for undergraduates in the fall or spring. The
Internet he knows well, but
t eaching is new to him.
"I was doing professional
work before, but now my career
is on the line," he says with
n ervous laugh. "I've never
taught a class before."
But Sanchez has faith that
he will rise to the occasion. With
his Jesuit background, he
believes serving others is his
obligation, and one he is glad to
take on. He says his job in life is
really very simple - "to get my
three children, my wife and me
to heaven." That philosophy
clarifies most post-modern
muddles for him.
He and his wife, Teri, who
holds a master's degree in pure
mathematics, plan to home
school their young boys, E.J., 5,
Kevin, 3, and Timmy, 2.
"It's a big responsibility to
home school them, but we see a
lot of potential in that."
- Deborah Kurelik

Bayboro
Fiction
Contest

The Quilt
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he screen door snapped
shut, silencing the worried
voices. Ellen entered the
living room and raised her
eyes to the expectant, red-rimmed
gazes.
"I'm sorry to leave you all
alone, but I ... " she paused,
searching for words. "I'll just be
upstairs a little while." She
crosssed the room to the stairs,
then turned back, suddenly, with
an awkward smile.
"Please, make yourselves at
home."
The stairs marked Ellen's
ascent with a soft creaking. The
fading footsteps gave way to
silence. Then, at once, they began
to speak.
"Goodness, for her to be
concerned about hospitality..."
"So like her."
"Been meaning to fix those
stair boards."
Meredith stared first at her
parents, then her aunt. She looked
back at the stairs.
'We're going up to talk to her,"
Meredith announced.
"Should they?" her mother
asked the others.
"I've never known her to need
time alone, but it's not every day
you bury your son," Meredith's
father commented, quietly. "I don't
know, Meredith." He turned to his
daughter.
'We're going up," Meredith
repeated. She touched Rae, still
sitting on the floor. "Come on."
Silently, Rae got up and
followed her cousin.
"Grandma?" Meredith called
into the sitting room. Once, the
room had been a nursery, first for
Meredith's father, then two years
later, for Raymond. Ellen sat
quietly in the big pine rocker,
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slumped like a rag doll.
Meredith crossed to her side
and took one 70-year-old hand in
hers, feeling as she often did
that she was looking into a
mirror that knew no time. As
she searched the aged hazel
eyes, her own grew wide.
She didn't speak, but read
the volumes of grief in a moment, and squeezed Ellen's limp
hand.
Rae simply stood in the
doorway, staring down at the
open trunk in the middle of the
room. An array of colorful cloth
squares lay like confetti over the
tapestry-covered sewing basket,
knitting needles, yarn, and jars
of orphaned buttons. She took a
deep breath as she recognized
the white and blue strip of her
father's tennis shirt, the one he
had worn in the father-daughter
tennis match they had played
two years before. The lime green
of the emerald sport shirt her
mother had accidentally
bleached one day. The soft
charcoal wool of the slacks he'd
worn just last year, at grandpa's
funeral.
He'd stopped wearing them
just a month before, when he'd
lost those 20 pounds he's always
struggled with. The pounds he'd
lost trying to prevent the heart
attack that killed him. Rae
lowered her eyes to her scuffed
black loafers. If she could just
stay frozen, not move, the tense
ball in her throat might let her
breathe, and the tears would go
back down.
Ellen searched for any grief
in Rae. Looking down at her
shoes like that, she just seemed
bored. The child must feel
something, Ellen thought. She
stared at what she could see of
the girl's face, the fine brown
hair falling over her thin mouth.

Yes, she could still see the child in
this 15-year-old, no matter how
adult she looked. Ellen felt some
hard, closed-off part of her soul
that ached so much for the child
she had raised, the man she had
just buried, reach out for this girl,
his child. Yet, the girl was so far
away.
"Rae?" She spoke softly. Rae
looked up, her chin proud. Ellen
couldn't find the words fast
enough to call her to her side.
"His life is just in bits and
pieces," Rae swept a hand at the
trunk. "How can you make a
pattern out of that jumble?" Rae
asked.
"I don't intend to, Rae,'' Ellen
answered. "I just can't do it.
Maybe there's just no point in
making the quilt, now."
Rae's face was still as stone.
Ellen sighed.
''You know, you never expect
it," Ellen said quietly, looking up
at Meredith. "Raymond was so full
of life, even as a baby. But then
death swoops down like a vulture." Her arms flew into the air.
"And he's gone."
Ellen turned her face back to
Rae and found her granddaughter's face under rivers of
tears. Rae turned abruptly and a
hurried rhythm of creaking stairs
traced her steps. The screen door
slammed closed in the distance.
"Are you going to be okay,
Grandma?" Meredith asked. Ellen
nodded.
This granddaughter brought
her such understanding, Ellen
thought. But Rae is so like her
father. What had they been
thinking, naming the girl for him?
Now, he was gone, with the
lifetime of worrying she had borne
for him. Settled in his grave, as he
had never been settled in his life.
See Fiction on page 4
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FICTION from page 3

"You know, Meredith, it's a
strange thing. You never learn
how to lose a child. You don't just
know, by instinct, how to go on.
No one teaches you that. Does
that make sense, Meredith? Or
am I talking gibberish in my old
age?"
''You always make sense,
Grandma," Meredith assured
soothingly. Ellen took a fortifying
breath and held out one hand to
Meredith.
"I guess I'm ready to go down
and be a proper hostess, now,"
Ellen said as Meredith helped her
up.
Meredith found Rae in her
mother's car, listening to the
radio. She knocked on the window.
"Hey, let me in," she said
gently when Rae cracked the
window open. Rae reached over
and unlocked the other door.
''What's up?" Meredith slid
into the passenger seat.
"Nothing. Thinking."
"Come on, Rae. It's Meredith,
remember. Your favorite cousin,"
she jabbed her in the arm.
"My only cousin," Rae smiled
weakly.
"Nevertheless."
"It's just ... that quilt. I don't
get it about the quilts."
"The quilts are how Grandma
preserves memories. Like a photo
album."
"But she put Uncle Brad's
together years ago, and she never
even started my dad's."
"I think when my dad started
working for the State Attorney's
Office, she felt his life was settled
into a kind of pattern. She could
put all those scraps together into
a meaningful picture. With Uncle
Ray, she just couldn't see the
pattern."
Rae's eyes traced pensively
over the slender trunks of palm in
the yard. If Grandma herselfhad
told Rae her Dad's life had no "big
picture," she would have been
enraged. Eventually, though, she
nodded.
4

"He changed jobs a lot, before.
Even lately, he was doing so well
in sales, but he was talking about
feeling tied down. And the divorce
coming up and everything," Rae
swallowed. "Man, I thought that
was going to be the end of the
world. At least he'd still be here."
Meredith nodded.
"Now Grandma's not going to
make the quilt, and little shreds
of his life will just stay there in
that musty trunk," Rae shook her
head.
"It's her memory," Meredith
shrugged. "I didn't think you liked
the quilts, anyway. Too country
bumpkinish for you."
Rae smiled. "And that's the
truth."
Meredith opened her door.
"Come on, cousin."
"Okay," Rae stepped into the
hot September air. She turned
across the car. "Meredith?"
''Yeah?"
"Does your mom know how to
sew?"
A cardboard box sat on her
bed when Rae got in from school
two weeks later. Her backpack hit
the ground with a solid thud. She
slid onto her bed. Taped on, a
peach-colored note card "from the
desk of Ellen Thompson" told her
all she needed to know.
I told you I can't make the
quilt now. These things are doing
me no good, you might as well
have them since you want them.
They're your memories too, you're
right.
Love, Grandma
Rae opened the box slowly.
The horror that had hit her in her
grandmother's sitting room was
absent now. The familiar, worn
cloth was soft and reassuring in
her fingers. She held a piece of
blue flannel to her cheek and
closed her eyes. She vaguely
remembered the woodsy scent of
cologne.
Rae got up from her bed and
found the phone under a pile of
dirty T -shirts on the floor. She
dialed from memory.
"Hi, it's me, Rae. Grandma

sent the stuff over. Can I stop
by?"
It had been raining for three
days straight. The light Florida
sand had turned to mud and
coated everything. The evening
sky was blackened by clouds.
"My house will be swimming
by the time the new roof is on. I
hate having to impose on your
mother until it's done." Ellen
glared out through the cloudy
panes.
''When did they say...?" Rae
started.
"A few days. They say everyone in town forgets about the
February rains. Put off fixing the
roof till the rain's in their
kitchen." Some peeling gray paint
from the window sill stuck to her
skirt.
"Like you did?" Rae chuckled.
"Now, don't get smart with
me, young lady!" She stared hard
at Rae and shook her head. ''What
was your mother thinking,
leaving us alone together?" Ellen
lamented. "The weather's bad
enough without teenage attitude."
"I assure you, I never know
what my mother is thinking.
Thanks anyway, Grandma," Rae
scowled, flopping down on the
armchair.
Ellen bit her tongue, belatedly. She let the silence speak.
''Whatever happened to the
quilt squares, Rae? Did you keep
them," Ellen asked cautiously,
settling on the faded blue sofa.
"Of course, I kept them," Rae
laughed. "Did you think I'd throw
them out? Right on top of the
orange rinds, yep."
"Could I see them, dear?"
Ellen ignored the sarcasm.
Rae's wide blue eyes grew
alarmed. Her fmgers nervously
picked at frayed upholstery.
Slowly, she rose.
"Alright," she whispered. "But
Grandma, please don't be mad."
Out of her closet, Rae pulled
the ragged box. She lugged it out
to the coffee table.
"Here," she said, laying it
See Fiction on page 5

Support staffers enhance library's atmosphere
One often overlooked aspect of
Poynter Library is the small army of
unassuming, part-time students
assistants who march through our
stacks year by year.
These valuable individuals work
mainly behind the scenes, shelving
books and occasionally surfacing
behind the Circulation Desk.
They are appropriately referred to as "su pport staff' because
they take care of basic library
functions, thereby allowing the
library's full-time staff to focus on
more technical and time-consuming duties.
The capability and dedication
shown by our support staff reflect
well on the library, as faculty and
students appreciate finding the
books they need on the shelves or
obtaining an ID at short notice.

Less obvious is the way our
support staffers have enhanced
our library's ambience, by sharing
with us some of their multifarious
activities.
For example, we have learned
about fencing techniques, helped
edit radio dramas, tasted exotic
recipes and vicariously traveled to
Italy, Japan, Alaska and elsewhere by helicopter, cruise ship,
rented car, you name it.
The frosting on the cake is the
pleasure of hearing from those
who have long since moved on but
who continue to stay in touch.
We are all truly enriched by
the time, energy and interest our
support staffers have invested in
Poynter Library- which is a
better place because of them.

FICTION from page 4
down. She stumbled backwards to
the armchair.
Ellen stared, then bent over
the box and lifted the flaps.
"Oh!" sh e exclaimed. "Oh..."
Reaching into the box, she pulled
out the carefully folded quilt.
"It's not finished, there's a
little more to add," Rae explained
nervously.
"But, Rae, how ... you don't
know how to sew; you would never
let me teach you," Ellen gasped
out.
,"Meredith's mother taught
me.
"Oh, yes," Ellen nodded. "She
would. And you thought I would be
mad?"
Rae nodded.
Ellen's expert fingers traced
over the needlework. She saw
where Rae had started, with
awkward long stitches. First,
uneven and twisted, they grew
tighter and stronger. As she
fingered the unfinished edges, she
recognized squares from Rae's own
clothes. A few, even, of her
mother's. Could that be a piece of
her own apron that she'd given
Rae for the school charity drive
last month?
"Some of these aren't Ray's."
''Well," Rae squirmed. "Dad's

life was all about people. People he
loved. That was the only pattern I
could see. So I made those people a
part ofhim, of his quilt." Rae
coughed. "Grandma, I'm sorry
about the apron. I guess I should
have told you I kept it."
With brimming eyes, Ellen saw
how the squares were randomly
sewn together. No majestic mountains, no stars. Just pieces of Ray's
life, intermingled with pieces of
those he loved.
"Oh, Rae!" Ellen held out her
arms to her granddaughter. Carefully, Rae sat next to her grandmother. Ellen pulled her close. "Oh
dear Rae, you are so like him!"
Rae's tense body gave into the
embrace, as her strong shoulders
shook. Ellen's own eyes filled and
emptied again and again.
"I miss him, Grandma," Rae
said quietly, between sobs. Ellen
just held her tightly.
A long time passed before Ellen
realized Rae was still.
"Rae?" she said softly. She bent
forward to see Rae's eyes gently
closed in a healing sleep.
As the evening gave way to
night, the rain began again. Ellen
picked up the unfmished quilt that
lay at h er knees, and threw it open
over them both. Under its blanketing warmth, the two women slept.

-Jackie Jackson

Contest winner writes
poignantly of loss, grief
Tara Elizabeth Power won
SAPL's lOth annual Bayboro Fiction
Contest for her story "The Quilt."
An English major now doing
graduate work in mass communications and journalism, she takes
classes at both the Tampa and St.
Petersburg campuses .
.------------.,
"The Quilt"
Bayboro
tells of a
family death
Fiction
and metaContest
phorically
compares the patterns and fabrics of
quilting to pieces oflife. Powers
deals gracefully with a poignant
idea, the death of one's child.
''When I first began to think
about this story," she says, "the idea
was that something very powerful
has to bring two members of a family
together - people who are very
different, especially considering
generation gaps.
"The idea of losing a parent or
child is such a monumental influence - how each person as an
individual reacts and how they
relate to other people who share that
(experience). For a child and a
parent, it is an unspeakable loss that
no one else can really share."
Power's goal is to write nonfiction, such as magazine articles.
She also wants to write short stories
and poetry. She hopes to find work
as an editor after she finishes her
studies.
Power's first novel was written
when she was just 11 years old. In
fact, she wrote two novel-length
manuscripts as a child, but both
were lost during family moves.
- Niela Eliason
Editor's note: The fiction contest's
second place went to Michael Albright,
an English major at the St. Petersburg
campus, and third prize went to Elise C.
Wadle, a USF New College student.

Curlup
with a
good

~
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Special collections
and archives will
thrive in new space
Rare books will finally get the
home they deserve
No department of the library will
make such a dramatic transformation in the new building as Special
Collections.
Currently dispersed in Ed
Sanchez's temporary office, the
conference room and various locked
bookcases throughout the library,
the special collections volumes we
have accumulated will make a
Cinderalla debut in their new
quarters.
The new Special Collections
area, located on the third floor of the
new Poynter Library, will feature a
generous, secure stock space, work
areas for processing and conservation activities, and a display/study
area.
Jim Schnur, who already has
done a masterful job of compiling
and organizing our special collection
materials, will supervise the transition to the new building.
Finally, our rare books will have
the home they deserve. We plan for
new or expanded collections in
marine science, local history, ethics,
journalism and education. We hope
to complement, not compete with,
the fme special collections department at the Tampa campus library.
Our notable John Briggs collection in ichthyology and natural
history, purchased cooperatively by
all the USF libraries, already has
been shown in Miami in a "Treasures of Florida Libraries" exhibit. It
will fmally receive display space in
its own city.
We will be able to pull together
our collections of St. Petersburg
books and documents, including the
Jacobs collection of historic photographs and our outstanding selection
of oral history interviews, into a
significant resource for local researc}:lers.
The Nelson Poynter papers will,
of course, be transferred, together
with our large collection of alternative newspapers.
Our Oral History of Modern
America collection will also greatly
6

Writers enjoy SAPL recognition
It has been 10 years since SAPL
first sponsored its annual Bayboro
Fiction Contest.
This labor of love was founded
by Niela Eliason, who ran the
contest alone for a couple of years.
Eliason was later joined by Rita
Gould, Theodora Aggeles, Joyce
Van Horn and numerous volunteers who donated their time and
knowledge on preliminary reading
days.
The first contest was rather
inauspicious, as it was limited to
the St. Petersburg campus and
yielded just four entries. Travis
Forsyth Sherman won for her
story "Laughing Aloud."
"I thought it was an opportunity to write and be recognized,"
Sherman said recently. She since
has had stories published in
Cricket and other magazines. Now
an elementary and middle school
substitute teacher who also works
in school libraries, she attends
the Florida Suncoast Writers'
Conference each year. Sherman is
the daughter of SAPL board
member Bethia Caffery.
The contest soon grew to
include all ofUSFs five campuses,
and the number of entries grew as
well. Some of the contest participants went on to develop distinguished writing careers.
A. Manette Ansay placed third
in the 1987 contest for "The Way
Home." She now teaches at
Vanderbilt University and has
published two books of fiction. Her
expand. The archival repository
currently includes nearly 500 primary source interviews, as well as
the audio/visual record of almost 100
signal campus events, such as
groundbreakings and commencements, and more than 350 major
lectures and programs. The oral
history interviews document the
history of the University, the state,
the region and our community.
Electronic sources have revolutionized libraries, but there will
always be a place for fine books and
historic documents. The Poynter
Library Special Collections Department has the potential of being

1994 novel Vinegar Hill was
named one of the year's best books
by the Chicago Tribune. Her
collection of short stories, Read
This And Tell Me What It Says,
won the AWP Short Fiction Prize.
Sister, her new novel, is coming
out this spring.
"The contest validates people at
an early stage in their careers
when they don't even know that it
is a career yet or that it could be,"
Ansay said. "At first, I was very
frightened and hesitant about
showing my work to anyone.
When it began winning things and
being published, it was astonishing. Publication isn't the reason I
write, but it makes it easier to
continue."
Sterling Watson, who judged
the first Bayboro Fiction Contest,
agrees.
"I think that a contest like this,
since it is judged by someone who
has published work and has some
standing in the profession, can be
a decisive moment for the student."
Watson, who has published four
novels, directs the creative writing
program at Eckerd College.
"At the beginning of a writing
career, when a person is begining
to do good work but is unsure of
him or herself, a kind of acceleration can come from getting recognition. It can sometimes make
people grow and improve at a
faster rate."
- Niela Eliason
recognized as one of the cultural
treasures of St. Petersburg.
The new library facilities will be,
we hope, only the beginning of its
transformation.
-Kathy Arsenault and Jim Schnur

Free borrowing privileges
IF
you're a member of the USF
Alumni Association.
Many other benefits are also
available with membership.
Call893-9160 for details.

The new
Poynter Library
is moving swiftly
toward completion and will be
occupied by fall.
This photo
pictures the view
overlooking
Bayboro
Harbor. In the
background is
the Poynter
Institute for
Media Studies.

-

New videos for your viewing pleasure -

New videos are constantly being
added to our media collection. Here
is a summery of some ofthe excellent recent arrivals which may not
be that well known to you.
Travels With My Aunt
At her sister's funeral, Aunt
Augusta (Maggie Smith), an unconventional wild spirit, befriends her
bereft nephew, Henry (Alec
McCowen), a priggish banker . In no
time, she tric;ks him into being part
of an exotic plot to raise the
$100,000 ransom for her kidnapped
ex-lover (Ms. Smith's real-life
husband Robert Stephens).
A series of bizarre misadventures propels Augusta and Henry, in
his role as spy, smuggler and con
man, all over Europe in search of the
money that will rescue her true love.
Includes the original theatrical
review. This is a video release of the
1972 film directed by George Cukor,
from the novel by Graham Greene.
32 Short Films about Glen Gould
Calm Feore portrays Glen Gould
in 32 impressionistic vignettes,
spanning the pianist's life from age
four until his death at 50.
Gould's music plays throughout

much of the video. This was a recent
award winner.
Ashes and Diamonds
A portrait of a young Polish
nationalist assassin, who, when
World War II ends, finds himself
living uncertainly by moving from
echoing bars to seedy hotel rooms.
He seeks comfort in a girl and in
crazy jokes.
This videocassette of the 1958
film has electronically enhanced
subtitles. From the novel written by
Jerzy Andrzejewski, the screen play
was written and directed by Andrzej
Wajda.
Boop Oop A Doop
Digitally remastered cartoon
produced by Max Fleischer, and
directed by Dave Fleischer.
Chronicles the career of the cartoon
siren, Betty Boop, created by Max
Fleischer. The video includes clips,
complete cartoons and Steve Allen's
narration to present a behind-thescenes look at animated
moviemaking.
Includes guest appearances by
Cab Calloway, Helen Kane, Louis
Armstrong, Mae Questel and Rudy
Vallee. Some black and white

footage has been color tinted.
Dancing for Mr. B.:
Six Ballanchine Ballerinas
Portrays six of Balianchine's
celebrated American ballerinas and,
through them, also illuminates the
life of their mentor. Narrated by
Marian Seldes.
First shown on the Arts and
Entertainment channel, this is one
of the best documentaries on the
most important figure of 20th
century dance - and perhaps one of
the best on dance - even in this 94minute video version.
Manufacturing Consent: Noam
Chomsky and the Media
Part 1. Thought Control in a Democratic Society (94 minutes) Part 2.
Activating Dissent (72 minutes)
Explores the political life and
times of the controversial author,
linguist and radical philosopher
N oam Chomsky. Highlighting his
analysis of media, Chomsky focuses
on Democratic societies whose
populations, not disciplined by force,
are subject to more subtle forms of
ideological beliefs. Very popular in
academic circles.
- Jerry Notaro
7

&iety fOr Advancement of Ibynter Library
Your membership entitles you to:

Please indicate the category of annual membership:

- Guest privileges
- Free copies of SAPL newsletter
- Participation in activities sponsored
by the Library and SAPL
- On-line bibliographic searching service
at reduced cost

-

Annual gift:
Member.....................$ 50
Patron ....................... $ 100
Corporate .................. $ 500
Life ....... ............... .. .... $1 ,000 or more

Name

Address

City/State/Zip

Please send this form with your check to:
Treasurer • Society for Advancement of Poynter Library
University of South Florida • 140 Seventh Avenue South • St. Petersburg, FL 33701 .
Checks should be made payable to USF Foundation.

The $50 membership is not tax-deductible; all gifts over that amount are tax-deductible.

University of

Soulh Florida

lf8F
St. Petersburg Campus
Society for Advancement of Poynter Library
140 Seventh Avenue South
St. Petersburg, Florida 33701

1995-96 SAPL Officers:
Joyce Van Hom
president
Theodora Aggeles
vice president/director
Marci Jacobs
secretary/director
Rita Gould
treasurer
Marion Ballard
parlimentarian
Anne Yon Rosenstiel
historian
Rita Gould
newsletter coordinator

